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PRELUDE. 


SCENE, A wood. In the back-ground, a view 
of the Thames. 


4A dreadful florm of thunder and lighining. Queen Mab 
enters, ſurrounded by Fairies; ſhe waves her wand, the 
ſtorm ceaſes.---[ She ſpeaks. 


Wim cometheſe omens of Heav'n's diſpleaſure! ? 
The forked lightning ſcares my pigmy train 
From dance, from revels, and their wonted play. 
Have England's ſons on their devoted heads 
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Drawn Jove's nmanting thunderbolts this night? 


Now by my magic wand's unerring power 

Your queen ſhall know the cauſe of your diſmay ! 

For ſtill on this green ſhore your feet ſhall tread, 

In many a myſtic round---Haſte---appear ! 

Whate'er thou art, the cauſe, the hidden cauſe 

Of Heav'n's diſplealure---for Mab will know the truth. 


A Trophy of Arms riſes, the Banners of England and Pruſſia 
crown the top of it. The Furies enter, tearing and 
trampling under foot the Banner of France: ſceing the 


others, they endeavour to ſeize upon them, but Mab ſtrikes 
| them motionleſs, and thus addreſſes them: 


Deſiſt, ye miniſters of hell! rebellious fiends! 
That tempt the wrath of Heaven. Your ſacrilegious hands 
From Royalty would tear the juſt inſignias— 
But here, here, your efforts all are vain, 
And, like your chief, in adamantine chains 


You're doom'd to ſink below the light of day. 


Here 
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Here worth hereditary ſcorns your new 
And bitter miſchiefs from its ſacred bowers. 
Here, far from broils, from diſcord, and from care, 
A Brandenbourg ſhall taſte the charms of peace ; 
His mildeſt virtues chaſe you from this grove, ; 
And ſend you bootleſs to your native fires. 

_ Too long imbrued in blood, your hands have torn 
From laws and lovely order all their charms.--- 
Rouſe not the Britiſh Lion's dread revenge ; 

Nor tempt the Northern Eagle's waken'd fury : 
United here, they keep inviolate 

The wealth and freedom of this ſea-girt iſle. 
From Caſſups and the hardy Vandals ſprung, 

A warrior fixes here his lov'd abode, 

And Berkley's daughter hails him all her own. 
While England ſmiles to ſee her native child 
Return with more than birthright dignities, --- 

She grateful weaves the fragrant myrtle wreath 
That ſhall unfading blow for him alone ; 

To Heaven-born poetry ſhe conſecrates this place ; 
To harmony and all its ſoothing train. 


Here 
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Here ſhall her hero reſt, retir'd from pomp 
And all the . pageant falſehood of a court: 
Here magic ſcenes ſhall ſpeak of nought but love--- 
Of nought but honour, decency and truth. 
Hence! hence, foul fiends ! ſink into endleſs night, 
There howl fell diſcord to the realms below! 


The Furies fink, an attendant Fairy ſings. 
RECITATIVE. 


Hence, vile inſidious arts! hence, guilty care! 
Hence, crimes that ſexes, ages neither ſpare ! 


SONG. 


In robes of innocence array'd, 
Here ſport in peace our faireal train; 

Here wiſdom, truth, ſtand undiſmay'd, 
Rebellion ſhakes her ſpear in vain. 


CHORUS or FAIRIES. 
In magic circles dance around, 
To conſecrate this new-made ground. 


Return'd 
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Return'd from toil and threat'ning war, 
Each Britiſh youth ſhall find this place 

Bedeck'd with wreaths by Albion's fair, 
Whoſe looks are beauty, ſteps are grace. 


In magic circles, &c. 


Here with a ſilken unſeen chain 
Love ſhall the proudeſt heart confine 
A Northern Eagle croſs'd the main, 

To ſacrifice at friendſhip's ſhrine. 


In magic circles, &c. 


When love and friendſhip both unite 
To captivate the human breaſt, 

Peace, comfort, joy and ſoft delight 
Beſpeak uninterrupted reſt, 


In magic circles, &c. 


The 


1 
The River God riſes from the ſtream, and the Fairies vaniſh, 
Trames ſpeaks. 
What magic power, my peaceful ſhores along, 
Diſturbs my ſleep with poetry and ſong ? 
What ſumptuous buildings from my banks ariſe ? 


What fays and goblins ſport before my eyes? 


W hat ſounds harmonious vibrate on my ear ? 


O Genius of this happy iſle, appear! 
Come, godlike Genius! I implore thy aid: 
I long in careleſs indolence have laid. 

My aged head, unus'd to ſounds like theſe, 

Still aches for ſilence, ſolitude and eaſe. 


The Genius of the Ile deſcends in a cloud, and, coming to 
the River God, ſays : 


1 come, obedient to thy well-known voice ; 
I come to bid thee with thy ſons rejoice. 
| A Britiſh Muſe, ſtil] partial to thy ſtream, 
1 Who oft made thee her choiceſt, deareſt theme, 
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Return'd from diſtant climes, intends once more 
To hail with gayer, freſher notes thy ſhore. 

Her daring flight, now borne on eagle's wings, 
Of things unheard of yet, ſhe boldly ſings. 

See, at her call, the Comic Muſe advance ! 


The Graces lead her ſteps with feſlive dance. 


The Three Graces precedediy Thalia, who addreſſes the God. 


This 1s my palace ; and this lovely train, 
Sprung like their beauteous mother from the main, 
Shall teach the Bards, that oft invoke thy ſtream, 
Of things immortal like thyſelf to dream. 
No bacchanalian rout ſhall ſtain this ſpot; 
Nor tragic ſcenes, by diſmal vice begot, 
Shall rouſe thy Naiads from their limpid ſport, 
Or fright the Graces from their fav'rite court : 
This court of friendſhip, ſenſibility ; 
Where Love, with winking laughter-loving eye, 
Shall teach my willing hands to hold the reins, 
And bind the human mind in filken chains. 
England 
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England and Pruſſia here their power blend; 


Here, to the Muſes, are one common friend. 


TH immortal Frederic's ſpirit o'er this place 

Shall hover, and give dignity to grace. 

Britannia's virtuous ſons can never, here, 

From vice of ſatire turn a wounded ear. 

Here morals chaſte as light, and taſte as pure 

As thy own ſilver ſtream, their worth ſecure. 

To bed, to bed, old Thames, in peace ! for, know, 
While thou and all thy ſtreams to Ocean flow, 

My lyre new-ltrung ſhall, conſtant as thy tide, 


In ſilver numbers like thy waters glide. 


Thy ſhores, thy meads, this conſecrated | grove, 
Are doom'd to ring of harmony and love. 

Here youth ſhall ſport, and age be taught to ſmile ; 
While poetry dull mortal cares beguile. 

Here talents find their home; for, here, each day 
The Muſe Thalia holds imperial ſway. 
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The Genius to THALIA. 


When Muſes ling of Virtue's ſacred name, 

Their taſk is pleaſure, their reward is fame. 
Come, fair Thalia! come with me away, 
And claim freſh honour from the God of day. 
His choiceſt garlands ſhall thy preſence greet, 
While Engliſh bloſſoms ſpring beneath thy feet : 
Sweet bloſſoms of this iſland's honeſt praiſe ! 
The juſt reward of artleſs, cheerful lays. 
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